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O tbou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 

Brauc death by fpeaking, whither he will or no: 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poore Boy, he fmilcs, me thinkes, as who fhould fay, 1 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day# 
Come, come, and lay him in hisFathers armes, 

My fpirit can no longer beare thefe harmes. 

Souldiers adieu: I haue what I would haue, 

Now my old armes are yong Iohn Talbots graue, Dyes 
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It would amaze the prowdeft of you all. 

Giue me theirBodyes.thatlmay beare them l,. 
And giue them Buriall.as befeeme* their worth'*’ 
fucel I thinke this vpttarc is old Talbots Gh * oft 
He lpcakcs with fuch a proud commanding f„; • » 
For Gods fake let him haue hin^tokccpethLT 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre. ■ 
Char. Go take their bodies hence. 7 


Lucy. He beare them hcncc:but from their aft 
bereard aillc 


:sll] 


Epter (fharles, Alanfon , Turgundie, Baftard, 
andPucelt. 

Char. HadYorke and Somerfct brought rcfcucin. 
We Ihould haue found a bloody day of this* 

Baft. Howtheyong whelpcof Talbots raging wood, 
Did fleflihispunic-fword in Frenchmens blood. 

Puc. Once I cncountred him, and thus I faid : 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquifht by a Maidc. 

But with a proud Maicfticall high fcorne 
He anfwer a thus: Yong Talbot was not borne 
Tobe thepillageofaGiglot Wench: 

So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 

He lefe me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtlcfie he would haue made 0 noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherccd in the armes 
Of the mod bloody Nurffer of his harmes. 

r Bafi. Hew them to pceces,hack their bones aflundcr, 
Whofe life was Hnglands glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char b Oh no forbearc: For that which we haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucie • 

Lu * Herald, conduft me to the Dolphins Tent, 

5 To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

I Char* On what fubmilfiue mclfage art thou fent ? 
Lucy. Submifiion Dolphin? Tis a mccre French word: 
We English Warriours wot not what it meanes. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane. 

And to furuey the bodies ofthe dead. 

Char . For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Luc . But where’s the great Alcides ofthe field. 

Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 
Created for his rat e fucceflc in Armes, 

Great Earle of t^afhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Ttlbot of Goodrig and Vrchinfield , 

Lord Strange 6 ? Blackmere , Lord Verdon of Alton , 

Lord (fromwell of lTingeficld , Lord Furniuall of Shcffeild, 
The thrice victorious Lord otFalconbndge, 

Knight of the Noble Order of*?. George > 

Worthy S. tJAlichael. and the Qolden Fleece $ 

Great Marfhall to Henry the fixt. 

Of all his Warrcs within the Realmc of France, 

Puc. Hcere’s a filly ftately ftile indeede : 

TheTurke that two and fiftieKingdomeshatb, 

Writes not fo tediou ; a Stile as this. 

Him that thou magnifi’ft with all thefe Titles, 

Stinking and fiy-blownefycs hecre at our feete. 

Lucy 7 Is Tdbet flainc, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Your Kingdomcs terror, and black cNemeJis} 

Oh were mine eyc-balles into Bullets turn’d. 

That I in rage might (hoot them at your faces. 

Oh,that I could but call thefe dead to life. 

It were enough to fright the Rcalme of France. 

Were but his Picture left amongft you here. 


A Phoenix that fhall make all Franceaffear’d 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with him wW# 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine ' W| 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots ft aine. 


hxi 


Scena fccunda. 


SENNET. 

Enter King, giocejler, and Exeter. 

King. Haue you perus’d .he Letters from the P nn , 

The Emperor, and the Earle of Arminack> °^ ; 

g/o. 1 haue my Lord, and their intent is this 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence * 

To haue a godly peace concluded of, 

Betweene t he Realmes of England, and of France 
K,ng. How doth your Grace affed their motion > 

Glo. WellCroy good Lord) and as the only mtane . 

To flop effufion of our Chriftian blood, 

And ftablifhquietneffcon cuery fide, 

King. I marry Vnckle, for 1 alwayes thought 
It was both impious and vnnaturall. 

That Inch immanity and bloody flritc 
Should reigne among Profeffors ofone Faith. 

gio. Befide my Lord, the fooncr to effetf, 

And l'urei binde this knot ofamitie. 

The Earle of Avminacke neere knit to Charles, 

A man of great Authorise in France, 

Proffeis his onely daughter to your Grace, 

In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie. 

King Marriage Vnckle? Ala; my yeares areyong: 
And fitter is my fludic, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th’Embaffadors, and as you pleafe, 

So let them haue their anfweres cuery one: 

I {hall be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weale. 

Enter Winchefltr , and three Ambaffadtrs. 

Exet. What, is my Lord of H'inchefier inftall’d, 
And call’d vnto a CardinalU degree ? 

Then I pcrceiue, that will bt verified 
Henry the Fift did fometime prophefie, 
Ifoncehecomc to be a Cardinall, 

Hee’l make his cap coequall with the Crowne. 

King. My Lords Ambaffadors, your icuerallfuites 
Haue bin confider’d and debated on, 

Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 

And therefore are we cerrainly rcfolu’d, 

To“draw conditions of a friendly peace, 

WnicB 
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Exeunt 


- we mcanc 
\V'hich by my , prclently to France.' 

s^ 1 b ' of L°rd yoar Mafter. 

l hauc nfthe Ladies vertuous gifts. 

As ¥ 0g r „ and the valew of her Dower, 

^P'hlJtend (he fhall be Englands Q^eene. 

H £(!oth ,. ar <7ument and proofe of which contra,.., 
his fewell, pledge of my affection. 

B Tfo my Lord Protcftor fee them guarded, 
brought to Doner, wherein <hip d 
13 . 1 m t o the fortune of the fca. Exeunt. 

^fstay Lord Ls s atc ’ you °?f firft rcceiuc 

' . e of money which I promiled 
T ’ ; ’ c , u ! deliucred to his Holineflc, 

i .thine me in thefe geaue Ornaments. 

f° tc ° . j w iU attend vpon your Lordihips leyfure. 

Wincheifter will not fubmit,I trevr, 

. ffjnferiour to the-proudeft Peerc; 
tfumfrey ofGlofter, thou (halt well pcrceiue, 

Thitneirher in birch, or for authentic, 

JL BiflioP will be oucr-borne by thee: 

S et make thee ftoopc, and bend thy knee, 

Otfackethis Country with a mutiny. 

Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, %/)lan[on, Taftard, 
Reiznier, and lone* 

Char. Thefe ncwes (my Lords)may cheerc our droo¬ 
ping ipirits: 

’Tisfaid) the ftout Parifians do reuolt, 

Andturne3gaine vnto the warlike French. 

^to.Thenmarch to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
Andkeepenot backeyour powers in dalliance. 

fiictl. Peace be amongft them if they turnc to vs, 

Elfcruinccombatc with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scout . 

Scout . Succeffe vnto our valiantGencrall, 

And happinefle to his accomplices. 

Char, What tidings fend our Scout$?I prethee fpeak. 
Scout . ThcEnglifh Army that diuided was 
Into two parties, is now conioyn’d in one, 

And meanes to giue you batcell prefently. 

Cher. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is. 

But we will prefently prouide for them. 

Tur. 1 truft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there : 

Nowheis gone my Lord,you neede notfeare. 

Vucel. Of all bafe paflions, Feare is moft accurft. 
Command theConqueft Charles , it (hall be thine: 

Let Henry fret, arid all the world repine. 

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exeunt . Alarum . Sxcurfons . 

Enter lone de Pucell. 

Puc. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now hdpc ye charming Spelles and Peri3pt$, 

And ye choife fpirits that admonilh me, 

And giue meifignes of future accidents. Thunder • 

You ipeedy helpers, that arc fubftituccs 


- ‘ ‘ 1 — ■ 

Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 

Appeare, and ayde roe in this eoterprizc. 

Enter fiends. 

This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 

Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull d 
Out ofthe powcrfull Regions vnder earth, 

Helpe me this oacc, that France may get the held. 
r They rvalue , and {freak* uot . 

Oh hold me not with filenee oucr-long: 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood. 

He lop a member off and giue it you. 

In carneft of a further benefit: 

Soyoudocondifcend to helpe me now. 

They hang their heads. 

No hope to haue redrefle;? My body (hall 
Pay recompence, if you will graunt my imte. 

1 * They (hake their heads. 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrifice, 

Intrcate you to your wonted iurtherance 4 
Then take my foule; my body, foule,and all, 

Before that England giue the French the foyle.| 

They depart. 

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come. 

That France muO vale her lofty plumed Crcft, 

And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations ate too weake. 

And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 

Now France, thy glory droopeth to the duft. Exit. 

Excurjlons. BurgundieaudTorkefighthandto 
hand. French flye. 

Terke. Damfell ofFrance, I thinke I haue you faft, 
Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpelling Cbarmes, 

And try if they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit tor the diucls grace. 

See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes. 

As if with Circe, flae would change my {hape. 

Tuc. Chang’d to a worfer fhape thou canft not be.' 
Tor. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man. 

No fhape buc his can pleafe your dainty eye.i 

Puc. A plaguing mifeheefe light on Charles , and thee, 
And may ye both be fodainiy furpriz’d 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds. 

Torke. Fell banning Hagge, lnchantrelfehold thy 
tongue. 

Puc. I prethee giue me leaue to cutfe awhile. 

Torke, Curfe Mifcreant,whcn thoucomft to the flake 

Exeunt. 

e. Alarum . Enter Sujfolfy with Margaret 
in his hand. 

Sujf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. 

Gazxs on her. 

Oh Fairefl Beautic, do not feare,nor flye: 

For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 

I kifle thefe fingers for eternall peace. 

And lay them gently on thy tenaet fide. 

Who art thou, lay ? that I may honor thee. 

Uttar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King ofNaples, who fo ere thou art. 

Suff. An Earle I am, and Suffdlke ami call’d. 

Be not offended Natures myracle. 

Thou art alotted to be tane by me: 

So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue t 

Oh flay: 
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